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S N T T | dying of love. .
- That la bow It s, . . I loved her
) SYNOPBI& from beliind the wall of the tarture- | o! And 1 love ber still

| E— chamber, and had no doubt concern-| daroga and | am dying of
Consternation fa  enused on the last | Ing the crime and the crimingl. | leve for ber, | 1 tell you!

might that the Opera ls managed by De-

blenne gnd Poligny becsuse of the ap- Khowing Erlk as he did, he easily re-

arancs of & ghost, sald to have been | constructed the tragedy. Thinking | was . when she let me Kiss
fn evidunce on seversl provious occanlon®. | fhat his brother had run away with | her allve It was the
“hrist 1 ara £ *
:-.i:z,l[:ﬂ:':. 11:“'_-';‘.‘“:.1 m;::::r 12‘ nt“m“u‘y"r Christine Dune, Philippe had dashed | firat time, daroga, tbhe Mrst

impuriant port and scores A great puc-

Count ds Chagny and his brother In pursult of him nlong the Brussels

;r::".;u are among thase who applaud the | Rond, where he knew that everything Yes, alive .« 1 Klsged
singer.  Raoul tries 1o see  Clidetine (8 | was prepared for the elopement, Fall- | her alive and she looked s

the dressing room, but s upable ta do 8o
anid lnter discovers that somo one s mak-
Ing love to her. She emerges alone, and
upaon entering the room he finds L empty.
While the farewell coremony for the re-
tring moanagers s golng on, the Opera

Ing to find the palr, he hurried back
to the opera, rewembered Haoul's
atrange confidence about bis fantastie
rival and learned that the viscount

f;r';l r'?:‘.?:"';:'.‘.‘x ..Q‘l-'- ‘E".'i".l‘-”.«'r'l’.‘{“}‘.’.’f“n'.?.?.i had made every effort to enter the “Why do you shake me llke thatr”| teil! But It 1 My
P Noo 5 (s sold with dissstrous results. | cellars of the theater and that be hod | asked Erik, making an effort to spenk [ mother, daroga, my poor, unhappy
e e i (o Thee ar- | dissppeared, leaving bis hat in the | more connectedly. “1 tell you that 1| mother would mever . . . let meo
ror ,rr.rm.-:-»' Dane writes Raoul it | prima donna's dressing-room beside [ am going to die. Yes, | kissed :2:1 ber. . £ Sl:; used 10 run
SON JIAN._ORD. b b i O iehe | A empty pisiokcase. And the count, ! her alive, > row me my
fatlier, He goos alsh, and la the night SARE Do% Ebe 58 GeenT" pebier 8 Tob Ay OHer BOEES

who no longer entertalned any doubt
of hia brother's madness, In his turn
i darted Into that Infernsl underground | t
maze, This was enough, in the Per

follows her to the church, Wonidsrful
vinlin musle s heani. Raoul vislis W
groveyard. Raoul s found next morning
almosl frogen, Moncharmin and Richard
Inveatigxnty Box No, § and decide 1o pee
the performnnes of “Fayst™ Som front

senls of that box, Carlotta, who sings ; 8lan‘s eyes, to explain the discovery | from my lipa! On, she s a
the leading part In "Faust’ 1e warned 10 | of Count de Chagny's corpse on the | good girl! *. As Lo her being _+ hor little feet crying.
roatne ot ok oiea inThe mindie | shore of the lake, where the siren, | dead, I don't think so; but it has noth. | You're erying, too. daroga
and _ the main chandelie? | Erik’s siren.. kept watch. ing to do with me. No, no,
r 1|n¢”:::;|' ll.lui:pl--pn-rrh--a tar The Persian did not hesitate. He | she s not dead! And no one shall
Chirintine: who has disnppeared. e aes | determined to fnform the police. Now | touch @ hair of "her head! She Is a
n g - :T:: |'n:l?;nu an | the case wos in the hands of an ex- | good, honest girl, and ghe saved your
. ! aked ball.  Raoul | amining-magistrate called Faure, #n| life, daroga, at a moment when |
N e il Dt | incredulous, commouplace, superticial| would not have glven twopence for
# hears liee e ¢ with some ono | gort of person (1 write as | think), | your Perslan skin, As a matter of
s O o R LR L ,,,.'“E',',!,‘.:"."r:; with a wind utterly unprepared to re- | faet, nobody hothiered about you. Why
nate of the unween o whom she ealls | celve o confidence of this kind, M. | were you there with that little chap?

e gl ¢ o I J ol ”
the Angel of Musle. Christine anid Bao Fatire thoX fdown the dAroRn’s deposi.

L I,”I. secretly engagw] prior tooa Jl Mar e 4
expedition that Raoul is to make (,I\rl"- thons and proceeded 1o treat lm as a
red = K airange ndv ure with ha
X madroan,
vn Erik and proem 1 TR AWAY #
with Taoul Raoul anpounces hin Inten- Despaitdng o!f ever ottoining A hear-
{ Vi~ :
tlan of Iu;n_ur:r:f!:t: Il;:rn:II:'H::-’,l.lfr:thn 1!_'1';:_ inig, the ™ retan rut e o write,
thaw w I8 enveloped In dark- | As the police did bot wun: his ovis
Hinsppo ,.}‘f;’ jrace | dence, perhaps the pross would be
« strangely.  Baoul  searches | giad of W and he had Jaot written | t
madly far the misilng dnger. Thn O are | the last fine of the Hireitive | have
m Tret Installment o ]
w1t % Terr mt am ape | @uoted 1o the preceding  chapters,
s h of Chrin when Darlun announced the vigit ¢f &
' Laiiias L ] -
tHr e me ..|..m'-‘.‘ :.-.--:‘.rl‘..'u person | Stranger who refused his oame, who | ¥
:n..u‘r; ..I-; u.--l I'rr-;nu.l'rh:-‘ 1“11“ N-IN; would not ehow bis (2ee snd declared
. ‘
B i, UL i g By Ll simply that be did not intend to leave
The tae And themselves T pAns L ¥ | the place untll bhe had spoken to the
which they expect will lend 10 whero q |
Chrinting  han  undoauhtediy been carcied Arogn.
by Erlk, 'The Peralan knowa Erilt o The Persian at once felt who msl

have been one of the eontracfors who
hullt the Opern. Also that while the work
was 1 progress there was bullt g secrnt
torture chamber beneath the struoture,

slngular vigitor was and ordered bim
o be shown In. The darogs was
right. It was the ghost, It was Krik! |t

From this chambor Ravil and the Por-

stan henr Brik and Christine »..m---n.:..!: He looked extremely weak uand
Frik mipses n ba Inining  valuahle 4 -

Keye, (Chrwting ) o the clinmbag | le0ied against the wall, as though be
and msnures Kroik tothore I no oone | Were afrald of falling. Taking off his
there. Fhe discovers that he s & ven-

trilonuiat Erik and the Persian are al

' the horrars of this |
and whils » thing for menns of
- . they soma o barrel of g
mowder, Krik hud planned to blow up the
{‘.\flu Grand Opera and all in nll:-h-!-:n-'--
should Christine pefuss te b hin  wife
They find Christine.  Erik returns and by
Novisdingg the tortur=-cellar with water
thrvatens all with death

uvereome by

CHAPTER XXVI. (Continued.)
Erik left the room for a moment,
anid the Perslan ralped bimsell on s

elbow, looked aronnd bim and illwi
Chirstine Dpae sitting by the fresido. F
e #poke to her, ealled ber, but be
was stlll very wenk and fell back on
his plllow Christine came 1o him,
laie! her hand on hix forehead and

wont awny agnin. And the Persian
rememberod (hat, as she went, she dig
not glve a glance at M. de Chagny.
who, It In true, was sleeping peace
fully: and she #at down again in her
chalr by the chimney<corner, sllent as
n dlstor of charity who had tnken II\
vow of sllence

Erik returned with some little bot-
tles which he placed on the mantei-
plece.  And, again In a whisper, 8o an
not to wake M. de Chagny. he =ald
to the Persian, after sitting down and
feeling hin pulne:

“You are now wsaved, hoth of you.
And soon | shall take you up to the
surface of the earth, to please my
JWife”

Thereupon he rose, without any fur-
ther exp'spation. and disappearea
':)m-.'a moie.

t The Persian now looked at Chris
Une's qulet profile under the lamp.
Khe was reading a tiny book, with giit
wdges, llka a religlous book. ‘There
are editions of The Imitation that look
like thar The Persian wtlll had
his ears the natursl tone in which the
other had sald, "to pleass my wife.”
Very gently, he called her again; but
Christlue was wrapped up lo  ber
book and did not hear bim.

Ertk returned, mixed the daroga »
draft and advised him not 1o speak to
“bis wife” aguin por to sny ome, be-
cause it might be very dangerous to!
evarybody's health,

Eventually, the Perslan fell saleep,
ke M. de Chagony, and did not wike

uutll be was in his own room, nurged

by his falthful Darius, who told bim
that, on the night befors, ba was

=
Fos

talk about Count Philippe
v v LORK s .

Christine Daae?"

beautiful as If she had been dead!™

dead *

she did not draw back ber [orehenda

You would bave died as well ns he!
My word, how she entreated me for
her Nitle chap!
ns she hed turned the scorpion, she
had, through thut very foct, and of
her own free will, become engaged to
me and thut she did not necd to have

true enough,

had ceased

you were yelllng llke the dewll, be-
cuuse of the witer,
to mwe with ber beautifal blue eyes
wide open, and swore to me, as she
hoped to he saved, that she consented
to be my lving wife!

daroga, | had always seen my dead
wife; It was the first tlme | saw wmy
liviug wife there. She wns sincere,

A deep wigh. Then, speaking 18 short
phrasen and gusping lor Lredth boe
twean the worde:

“Imrega, dou't talk to mo
about Count Phillppe.
was dend Ly the time o .
1 left my house . . ho was dead
. when the kiren sang.
It was sn accldent
wad . . . N very ead
He foll very awk-
wardly but simply and nat-
urally o, into the Iake! . .

“You le!" shouted the Persian.

Erik bowed bis bend and sald:

"l have not gome here . . . 10

. but

| am golng

He

. . .
TSI |
nceldent.

to tell you that
“Where are Rnuullde Chagny and

“l am golog to dle. . . "

if you knew how beautiful she

time 1 ever kissed n woman,

The Parsian ehook Erik by the arm,
“Will you tell me If she I8 allve or

“I tell you | kissed her just lke
hat, on ber forehond and

But 1 told her that,

wo men engrged to ber, which wan

“As tor you, you did not exist, you
to exist, 1 tell you, ana
ou were going to dle with the other!

Only, mark me, duroga, when

Christine came

Untl)
hen, In, the depths of her eyes,

hat, be revealed a forenead white as
wax, The rest of the horrible face

etrength and his wits, he sent -40 | was hidden by the mask.

Count Philippe’s house to Inquire after| The Persian rose to hia leet as Erik
the viscount's health. The answer | entered. o -
waa that the young man bad not been| “Murderer of Count Philipps, what
seen and that Count Philipps was| bave you done with his brotber and
desd. His body was found on the | Christine Dase?”

bank of the opern lake, om the Hue | Frfk staggered under fhis direct at-
Beribe side. Persisn remembered | tack, kept sllent for a

dragged himsell to & chair and beaved

§
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Bllent as & Sister of Charity Who Mad Taken & Vow of Blience.

as she hoped to be saved. Bhe would
not kill bersell.

can understand, my bhappiness was so
great, 1 erled. And I fell at her feet
crying

-

room of you, | catpe nlone. .
“What bave ¥ou done with the
Vicomte de Chagoy?' asked the Per
slan, lnterrupting him,

“Ab, you see, darcga, | couldn’t
curey him up ke that, st once. . .
He was a hostage. Hut |
coulil mot keep him In the houre on
the Ieke eithor, because of Christine;
#0 1 locked blm up comlortably, |
chalned him up nicely—a whilf of
the Mazenderan scent bnd left bim ns
llmp as & rag—in the Communists’
dungeon, which s In the most desert-
ed and remote part of the opera, be-
low the Arth cellar, where no one ever
comes, and where no one ever hears
you. Then 1 came back to Christine.
She was walting for me, , . "
Erik n rose solemnly, Then bo
continued, but, s he spoke, he was
overcome by all hils former emotion
and began to tremble like a leal:
"Yes, she was whlting for me , .
walting for me erect and allve, a real,
lving bride . . a8 ghe hoped to
be saved, And, when 1 ., | .
cume forward, more timid than
a little child, she did not run

away no, bpo . she
stayed . . -, s&ho walted for mo.
P I even belleve . daroga

. that she put out her forehend

a lttle ob, not much
. just a Itle ke a
living bride.

And and
=« « 4 & » « Hssed her! .
| & NPT | AP TP And
she did not die! Oh, how

good 1t Is, daroga, to kiss somebody
on the forehead! You can't

ever, ever! Ah, you

and | kissed ber feet

my weading present . . B Pien
ent (mm your poor, uubappy Enk
x | know you love the boy .

don't ery any more!’ o« o Bhe
asked mo, In & very soft volce, what 1
meant. . Then | made her un-
uerstsnd that., whore sbhe Was con-
cerned, 1 was oanly a poor dog, ready
to dle for her . . . but that she
could marry the young man wWheno sbe
plessed, because she had cried with
me and mingled her tears with minas!™

Erik's emotion was so great that he
had to tell the Persian mot lo look at
bim, ‘for he was choking and must
take off his mask. The daroga went
to the window and opened It. His
henrt was full of pity, but be took
care to keep his eyes fixed om the
trees In the Tullerles gardens, lest be
should seo the monster's face.

“{ went and released the young
man,” Erik continued, “and toléd him
to come with me to Christine. . .
They kiased before me in the Louls
Philippe room. . . . Christine had
my ring. 1 made Christine
swear to ¢ome back, one night, when
1 was dead. crossing the lake from
the Rue-Seribe side, and bury me In
the greatest secrecy with the gold
ring, which she was to wear untll
that moment, . . . 1 told ber
where she would find my body and
what to do with . ., . . Then
Christine kissed me, for the fnrat
time, herself, here, on the forebhend—
don't look, daroga'—here, on the fore-
head on my forehend, mine
—don‘t look, daroga!—and they went
off together, Christine bod stop-
ped erylng. . . - 1 alone cried.
- Darogn, duroga, if Christine

~~= her premise, she will come back
scon! ., . &

. wt I'ersian asked bim no gquestions,
He was quite reassured as to the fate
of Raoul Chagny and Christine Daae;
no one could have doubted the word
of the weeping Erik that night.

The monster resumed his mask and
collected hia strength to leave tha
darogn. He told blm that, when he

and she cried also the nugei
erigd! . , O °
Erik sobbed alond and the Persian
bimuelf could not retaln his tearn in
the presence of that masked man,
who, with his shoulders shaking and
bis hands clulched at his chost, was
moaning with pain and love by turns,
“Yes, darogn . . ., [ feit her
tears flow on my forehead . . . om
mine, mine! They wera soft
« + «» \hey were sweet! . . They
trickiéd under my mask ., . . they
mingled with my tears In my eyea
they fowed between my lips,
« + » Listen, daroga, listen to what
Tad . . . I tore off my mask a0
#s not to Jone one of her teara . .
and she did not run away!
And she did not dle! 8he Te-
miined alive, weeping over me, with
mo. We erled together! | have tasted
all the bapplness the world can
offer!™

And Erik fell into a chair,” choking
for breath, ]

"AD, | am not gOINg to ale yet .

.o

presently 1 shall . but let ma
ery! . . . Listen, daroga . .

lsten to this. While | was at
her feet .' . . heard her wsay,
‘Poor, unhappy Erk!" . . . And
she took my hand! « 1 had be

“Poor, Unhappy Erik!"™

felt his end to be very near at band,
he would send bhim, In gratitude for
the kindness which the Perslan bad
shown him, that which he held denr-
est In the world: all Christine Dane's
papers, which she had written for
Raoul's benefit and lert with Krik, to-
gother with & few objects belonging
to her, such as a pair of gloves, a
shoe-buckle and two pocket-handker-
chlefe. In reply to the Persian’s ques-
tions, Erik told him that the twa
young people, as soon as they found
themselves free, had resolved to go
and look for ma priest In some lonely
#pot where they could hide their hap-
hiness and that, with this object in
view, they had started from “the
northern rafllway station of the world "
Lastly, Erik relled on the Persian, as
waon an he recelved the promised rei
ltd and papers, to Inform the young
couple of his death and to advertise 1l
in the Epoque.

“Go to the opera.”

And the cab drove off Into the night.

Erik to the door of his flat, and Darlud

f

3 . Halt a minute Ister, all the | mean t, daroga! . . . | held In
ater was back In the lake; and {|my Band a ring. n plain gold noe
had & hard job with you, daroga, for | Which | had given ber . . .
upon my bouor, | thought ‘wore | ahe bad Jost . and which | haa
dona for! ., Howewer! . ., .|found asguin . . »
Thero you were! ., . . It was un-| You Know, . . I slipped it inte
derstood thal ! was to take you both | her iiitle hand and auld, ‘There! . .,
up to the surmce of the earth. \When, | Teke 1! . . .
at last, | cleared tha Louls-Philipps |- - and Bmi . It vhall be
L3
{ v
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- ESCAPES
OPERATION

How She Was Saved From
Surgeon's Knife by Lydia

Mogadore, Ohio.—*‘The first two years
1 was married I suffered so much from

female troubles and

Ir-.rl?dwnpllu
that I conld not

stand on my feet

H cofc™ e doctor

sald I would have to

ANGES, R. F. D, 10, Mogadore, Obio.
Why will women take chances with
an operation or drag oot a sickly, half-
three-fourths

heartod exis
ean find
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable

For thirty years it has been the stand.
ard remedy for fomale ills, and has re.

If you want special adviee write to
Lydia E. Plnkham Medicine Co. (confle

dential) n, Mass. Your letter wiil
be opened, read and answered by o
ufidenoce.

woman and beld in striet co

Foley Kidney Pills Relleve
promptly the safferiog due to weak, in-
octive kidneys and pamlul bladder action.
They offer a powerful help to nature
in building up the true excrsting Lid-
ney  tisue, in restori normal  action
and in regulating bladder irregularities
Try them.

That was all. The Persian saw |

How to Work While You Play.

A French collaborator of Thomas
Edison bas just invented n sewing
machine which is also a plano. Its
mechanism is sd arranged that every
timo the operator strikes a note on
the keyboard, she completes one
stitch. A aingle waltz will hem three
handkerchiofe—Decthoven symphony
will sew an entire trousseau. Thus,
the dresamaker can work and play at
one and the samo (ime, and the more
they play, the more they work. To
bring the invention into the vogue it
eo fully merits, schools will be es
tablished in many parts of France
for the tralning of young women for
the degree of M. P. M+—"master plano
machiuists.,” Musie with Its charms
will thus be given an undoubted utill
tarian value, and all the roundabout
nsocleties “for the furtherance of mu-
sleal appreciation” will be left in the
shnde by & simple mechanical con
trivance.

Its Kind.

“There is one matrimonial net which
soklom falls to eateh the feminine
fish.”

“What is 1t?*

“A coronet.”

Protests but Pays.

Griggs—I1 am surprived that you put
up with your wife's extravagance.

Hriggs—1 don't. 1 merely put up
for it.—Hoston Evening Transcript.

Changed Color,
“I put all the gray matter my brals
had into & book."
“Then It was read.”

—
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Breakfast
Sunshine

Post
Toas.!:‘igg

There's a delicious smack
in these crisp, appetizing bits
of toasted corn that brings
brightness and good cheer to
many and many a breakfast
table. .

Toasties are untouched by
hand in making; and come in
tightly sealed packages—clean
and sweet—ready to eat with
_cream and sugar.
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